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A DIALOGUE between Sir 


HE 


NEWGATE Salutation: 


Mem HAY 


M. N. and Mrs. Cellier. 


To the Tune of, The Fight is now ended. 


IF” 


” 1. 


* 


ld Stories of State grow now out of date, 
And Factious Promoters obſtructed by Fate; 

Great ( harles in his Throne Protects Us alone, 

Without thoſe wild Maggots that Calviz has blown; 

And now in the calm a Reflection Ile make, 

Of a kind Salutation in Newgete of late. 


2. 


Twixt a Knight of the Cauſe, whoſe great Eminence, 
By Popiſh Rat-catching, and ſmooth Impudence ; 
Belov'd by all thoſe that are the Kings Foes, 

Yet in the Reception he dreaded ſome blows 3 

For when Fire and Water by accident greet, 

Thoſe unruly Elements claſh when they meet. 


3. 


And down-right Dame Cellier, who ſtil keeps her place, 
To which He preter'd her with Marks of Diſgrace : 
But now they are met m Newgate to Treat, 

Id'e freely give Six Pence you had ſeen the Sett. 

For She was Tranſported, and ſtood in a maze, 

Whilſt He hke and Owl among Lapwings did gare. 


4. 


He ſnuffl d withs Noſe, and made a long pauſe, 

in's New-faſhion'd Cloak he wrap d up the Old Cauſe, 
And cry d Madam Cellier, J hope we are Friends; 
Wer't now in my Power Ide make you amends. 

Pray tur not my Stomack with lancing old Sores, 

My ſquetty Misfortunes are far worſe than yours. 


— 


5. 


Great Sir! You are welcom unto this Grezt Houſe, 

I ſcorn to throw Water upon a drown'd Moule ; 
Nene of my Relations I have ſcen this year, 

Could be half ſo welcom ſhould they be brought here. 
Your great Vigilance, and your Zeal doth ſurpals, 

In Courage, Dos Quixot ; in Zeal, Fudibraſs. 


unt. 8. 
6 


Ith ſilent of Night, no Goblm nor Sprighe, 

Could ere work ſuch Wonders as you did Sir Knight, 
In finding out Prieſts without help of Chriſt. 

You werethe Knight Errant on all ſuch Exploits 
No two Faces, nor Argu- ſtrange Eyes, 
| xe bilkt up their Fortunes, like you by ſurpriſe. 


7. | 


Though you were betray'd by Oa&gand his Bums; 
Thoſe Amber Necklaces like Beads on your Thumbs, 
Supply d you with Corn Sir thoſe Debs for to pay, 
Betides thoſe Rich Medals in ambuſh for Prey; 

Or ſome (core of Pounds Zedingf. (pull d out ons Bed) 


Though two years at leaſt after he had been dead. 
8. 


Guſman to your Worſhip was but a meer Sot, 

He never had Sence to find out a Sham I lot; 

But you by the Art Sir of / egerdemain, 

What you put inthe Meal Tub, could fetch out again. 
ut all you near Jugglers Confederates do keep, 

As my Maid and you in the Meal Tab did meet. 


as 


The Knight in his paſſion found Truth would confute, 
| St. Francis then enter d to end the Diſpute. 
Sir, This is no place tor. your Safety and Honour, 
| She's void of the Z.ight which the Cauſe npon ber. 
Come give me your Hand Sir into my own Room, 
To conſult who ſupply'squr kind Ladies at home. 


10. 


Now lince we ate inform d the Knight is got looſe, 
Yer finding ſome Clauſe of his Caſe in the nooſe 
Wrapt up m the tangle, Great Charles he did dunne, 
ToPardon his . 2 what's paſt, to come. 
But an anſwer moli fit I hope he did receive, 


Fot a Treacherous Fool, and a [ly buiſy Knave. 
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